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| ltalﬂ’ fdentified Mra. Vimpan

| Mountjoy?' Thoss were the

THIRD PERIOD.
CHAPTER XXIIL—NEWS OF IRIS,
' _After his interview with the Irish lJord,
Mountjo: waited for two days, in the ex-
pectation of hearinge from Iris. No reply
arrived. Had Mr. Vimpany failed to for-
ward the letter that bad Leen intrusted to

Rim? -
On the third day, Hugh wrote to make
niries.
doctor returned the letter that had |
been conflded to his care, and complained |
am his reply of the ungrateful manuer in

melndy
¥
she was fn a dress of dnll brown, shorn
:uumt. merey ofmtzc milllner's hideous
fmprovements to 3
“~Will shaks haods with me, Mr.
o first words

she said to him, in a sad, subdoed man- YOu.

| mper. on entering the room.

“Why not?” Hugh asked, giving her his

ol
“Yon can have no very favorable re-
membrance of me,” she answered. “Bat
1 hope to produce a better impression—Iif
yon can me a littls of your time.
Yon may, or may not, have heard of my
separation from my husband. An *
it is needless to tr!nnhl‘n_ynn on the su
:you know Mr. Vimpany: can
jﬁu’wm 1 have suffered, ndwvlrhy I
ve left him. If he comes to you, I
hope you will not tell him where Lady
Hurry is—""
Hugh interposed: “Pray don't speak
z'r’b‘efhy that pame! Cnﬂ{ner'lrl.l.' as I

A faint reflection of the old stage-smile

| trembled on Mrs. Vimpany's worn and

|
|
|

|

Hugh evidently took him by serprise,

which he had veen treated, Miss Henll:’v
bad not trusted him with ber new ad-
dress in Loundon: and Lord Harry hadsnd- |
denly left Redburn Road, bidding his host 1
good-by in n few liues of ecomnmonplace
apology, and nothing more, Mr, \'imr |
any did not deus that he had been paid |
for his medical serviees: but, he wownid
¢ dne tofeiemdship? Was
d in enjoying another
v, amd then treating him
“I have done with them
bath—and | reeommend you, my dear sir,
to follow my example.” In thoss terms
the angry (and sober) doctor expressed his
sentiments and offered his advice,

Moun: joy lald down the letter in de-
Bpair.

His last poor chance of preventing the
marriage, depended on his being still able
to communicate wilh Iris—and she was as
completely lost to him as if she had taken |
flight tos the other end of the world, It
might have beey possible to discover her
by [ollowing the movements of Lord Har-
ry, but he too hod disappeared without
leaving a Lroee behind him,  The precious
honrs and days were passing—aud Hagh
was absolutely heloless,

Tortured by anxiety amnd snspense, he
still lingered st the hotel v Loodon.
More than ouce he decided on giving np |
the strugiele, and returning to his pretty
cotlnge in Seolland. More than otuece he
deferrail taking the jonrney., Atone time,
he dreaded to hear tuat Fris was mareied,
if ghe wrote to him. At another Lime, he
felt mortified and disappointed by the
neglect which her sileves implied. Was
sghe nenr him, or far (rea him? In Eo-
Eland, or out of Eugiawd? Who could
say?

After more weary davs of waiting and
suffering a letter arrives], addressed to |
Mountjoy in i strauge haodwriting, and |
bearing the postinark of Paris. The sig-
natare reveaiwd that his correspondent
was Lord Harrv,

His first impnise was to throw the letter
fnto the fire. uaread.  There conld be lit-
tle douht, afier the time that had passed,
of the information that it wonld contain,
Could be endure to be told of the mar-
riage of Iris, by the mnn who was her hus-
band? Never! There was something hu-
miliating in the very iden of it, He ar-
rived at that conclinsion—and what id he
do in spite of it? e read the letter.

Lord Harry wrote with scrupualous po-
Mteness of expression.  He regretted that
circumstances had prevented him from
calling on Mr. Mountjor, before he left
England. After the econversation that

taken place at Mr. Vimpany's house,
he felt it his duty to inform Mr. Mouuntjoy
that be had insured his life—and, he would
add, for a sum of movey amply, nud more
than amply, sullicient to provide for his
wife in the event of her surviving hiw.
Lady Harry desired her kind regards, and
would write immedintely to her old and
waluad friend. In the meantime, he would
couclude by n'ln-ulmg the expression of
his sense of obligation to Mr. _\lu:]ut}ur,

Hugh looked back at the first page of
the letter, in search of the writer's mi-
dresa. It was simply “Paris.” The in-
tantion to prevent any further correspond-
ence, or any personal commuuaieation,
could hardly have been more plainly im-

lied. In another moment, the letier was

the fire.

In two days more, Hugh heard from

8,
She, too, wrote regretfully of the sudden
departure from Euglaod; adding, however,
that it was her own doing. A slip of the
tongue, on Lord Harry's part, in the conrse
of conversation, Ll led her o fear that
he was still in danger from political con-
spirators with whom he had improdently
conpected himself. She had aceordingly
persuaded him to tell ber the whole truth,
and had thereupou insisted on an imme-
diate departure for the Continent. She
and her husband were now living in Paris:
Lord Harry having friends in that city
whose influence might proveto be of zreat
importauce to his pecuniary prospects,
Bome sentences followed, expressing the
writer's grateful remembrance of nlfthnt
owed to Hozh in past dass, and
her earnest desire that they might still
of ench other, fromn time o t me, by
correspondence.  She coild not venture to
-.n!iclg:cle u:ell;hmsure of receiving n visit
from him, noder present circuinstances.
But she hoped that he wonid not objeet to
write to her, addressing his leiters, tor the
ut, Lo pust restante.

In & postscript a few wonds were added,
allading to Mr. Vimpany., Hugh was re-

uwested not to answer any inguiries which

t man might veutnre to make relating
to her husband or to herself. In the by
days she had been thankful to :hel
r for the care which he had taken,
medically speaking, of Rhoda Bennet
Bat, since that time, his behavior to his
wife, and the opinions which he had ex-|
med in familinr eonversations wiih l
Harry had convinced her that he |
was an nnprincipled persou. All further |
eommunication with him (if her influence |
eould preveat it) must come to an end.

Still as far as ever from leeling reconm- |
eiled to the marringe, Monntjoy read this
Jetter with a feeling af resentment which
disinctined him to answer it,

He believed (quite erroneously) that Iris |
had written to im under the superintend- |
ence of her huchand. Thero were cer- |
taln phrases which had been, as he chose
B0 suspect, dictated by Lord Harry's dis- |
trust— ous distrust, perhaps—of his |
wife's d. Moautjoy wonld wait to |

ly, until, as he bitterly expressed fit, |
was able to write to him without the |
masistance of her master,
n he thongit of returniuvg to Scot- |
aguin, he hesitated

On this oceasion, he discovered objse

tlons tn the enrre=a whial lad st umonme
o him while Irls was a slngie woman,
situation was solitary; his nearest |
melghbors were fishermen. Here and
there, at some little distance. there were |
a few scattered bouses inhabited by
tradesmen. Further away yet,
there was the conntry seat of an absend |
person of distinction, whoss health suffer-
in the climate of Scotland. The lonel
pmmt.ontlwlhmu of the Sol. |
w nted Mountjoy for the first

decided on trying what soc 1
London would doto dl_r‘ert his mind |

d anxieties that weighed
whom he had neg- |
by visi
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| shoulder.

w {ace.

"A;. Mr. Mountjoy, I know whom she
ought to have married! The womn_“‘{em
of women is their igonorance of me
they only learn to know better when it is
too lute. I try to be hopeful for Iris, in
the time to come, but my fears conguer
me."

She paused, sighed, and pressed heropen
haod on her bosom, unconsciously betray-
fug in that action some of the ineradicable
training of the theatre.

“I am almost alraid to =ay that I Jove
Iris,” she resamed; “but this [ know: if I
am not so bad as I ouce was, I owe it to
that dearest and swe-test of women! Bat
for the days that [ passed in her company,
I might néver had tried to atons for my
passed life by works of mercy. When oth-
er people take the way of amendment, I
wonder whether they find it as hard to
follow, at first, as I did?"”

“There is nodoubt of it, Mrs. Vimpany
—il people are sincere. Beware of thesin-
ners who talk of sudden conversion and
perfect happiness. May I ask how you be-
gan your uew life?”

“I bezan nnhappily, Mr. Moontjoy—I
Jolued a nursing Sisterhood. Before lon,
a dispute broke out among them, Thi
of women who call themselves Christians,
quarreliing about churches and church
services—priest’s vestments and attitud
and camndles amd inceuse! I left Lhem,
wenl to a hospital, and found the doctors

| Vimpany,
drﬂn.f

speculation, more
willing to acknowledge.

The circnlar announced the contemplat-
ed publication of a weekly newspaper,

g:t::ml;in English, and Iy in

n Paris,
dispute the advant- |
ignanl's Messenger. A first list of
coutribators included names of some no- |
toriety In the literature of England and
the literatore of France. lators who
wished to know, in the first piace, on
what security they might reckon, were re-
ferred to the managing committee, repre-
sented by persons of importance in the
financial worlds of London and Paris,

Being in a position to make the iuguiries
which §{r~l. Vimpany had snggested, Hugh
received information which verifisd the
statements contained in the circular, and
vouched for the good faith of thos: per-
sons who were concerned in directing the
speculation. So far, so goad,

But, when the question of snccess was
next discnssed, the authorities couwsalted
shook their wise heads. It was impossible
to say what losses might not bhe suffered
and what suma of money might not be re-

uired before the circulation of the new
z‘.m""'l wonld jostify the hope of success,
his opinion Hogh communieated to Mrs.
‘\’.;ln:'mnny: Iris was informed of it by that
¥'s

A longer time than usual elapsed before
Any fun‘;er news of Lord Harry and his
wife was recei by Mountjoy. When
he did at last hear again from Mrs. Vimp-
any, she forwarded a letter from Iris dated
from a new address, in the suburb of
Paris, called Passy.

From motives of economy (Iris wrole;
ber husband had decided on a changs ol
residence. They were just estabiished in
their new abode, with the advantages of
a saving in rent, a pretty little garden tc
caltivate and purer air to breathe than
the air of Puria. There the letter ended,
without the slightest allusion to the forth
coming newspaper, or to the opinion that |
had been pronounced on the prospects of
BUCCESs.

In forwarding this letter Mrs. Vimpany
wrote on the hlank page as follows: “Tam
sorry to add that some disquicting news
of my husband has reached me. For the
present 1 will say no more. Itis at least
possible that the report may nol be worthy

| of beliet.

A few days later the report was con
firmed, ander circumstances which had

| certainly not been foreseen. Mr. Vimpany

himself arrived at the hotel o & visit W
Monntjoy.

Always more or less superior to the
aminble weakness of modesty, the doctor
neemed Lo hnve risen higher than ever in
his own estimation since Huzh had last
secen him. He strutted; he starad confi- |
dently at persons and things: authority |

| was in his voicd when he spoke. and lofty |

He actually kissed me.,

better Christians than the Sisters. | am
not talking about my own poor self (as
you will soon see) without a reason. My
cxperience in the hospital led to other
things. [ nnrsed a lady throngh a tedious
illness, and was trusted to take her to
some friends in the south of Fraoce. On
my return, [ thought of staying for a few
duys in Paris—it was an opportunity of
secing how the nurses did their work in
the French hospitals. And, oh, it was far
more than that! In Paris, 1 found Iris
again."

“By naccident?” Hugh asked. [

*1 am not sure,” Mrs. Vimpany an=wer- |
ed, “*that there are such things as meet- |
ings by accident. She and her husband
were among the crowds of people on the
Boulevards, whosit taking their coffes in
view of the other erowds, gming along
the street. 1 went by, without noticing
them. She saw me, and sent Lord H
to bring me back. I have been wi
them every day, at her invitation, from |
;.ihal time to this; and I have seen their |

fe.” |

She ltnp;ped. noticing that Hugh grew |
restless, “I am in doubt.” she said, |
“whether you wish to hear more of their
life in Paris?" |

Mountjov at once controlled himsalf. |

“(Go on,” he said, quietly. |
. “Even if 1 tell you that Iris is perfectly |

ap ’?-.!

"l'i’o on,” Hugh ted.

“May | confess,” she resumed, *that her
huosband is irresistible, not ooly to his wife |
but even to an old woman likeme? After
haviog known him for years at his worst
ns well asat his best T am still foolish
eno‘ntb to feel the charm of his high gﬂu
Eu;l in dellz::mil' hnrm:.ri. ber

nglish e, they saw m Dow,
would uﬁ'&f think him a fit subject to be

inced under restraint. One of his wild

=ish ideas of expresaing devotion to his
wifa is that they shall forget they are mar-
ried and live the lives of other:..“. Whea |
on |

im for the whaole eveniog.
stays at home and (s a little fa
sends me to the piano and whirls her round |
the room in a waltz. ‘Nothing revives a |
woman,” he says, ‘like dancing with the
e |
and I shot up the u know
what he does? He ul.u:hJ ;E'.’.. me— |
and says he is expressing his wife's feel-
Ing for me when she is not able to do it/
herself. He sometimes dines out with |
men, and comes back all on fire
good wine, and more amiable
On these occasions his ?oe.kgu
swegimeats, stolen for “h
desert. *Am 1 a little " he
*Oh, don’t be angry; it's loveof
1 have been in the highest society,
durling, proposing your health
over ana over again, and drinkin,
deeper than all the rest of the
You dou’t blame me? Ah, but I
mysell. I was wrong to leave you a
dipe with men. What do I want with
society of men, when I have your soclety?
Drinking your health is a lame excuse.
will refuse all invitations for the future
that don't include my wife.” And mind, be
rlv:llyl mfnn; it'. at |hehlil'me. Twoor three
days later, he forgets good resolutions,
and dines with the men again, and comes |
home with more charming excuses,
stolen sweetmeats, and good resolutions,
lnn;_ntrﬂdlwung?’u. Mr. Moun |

“Yon su me, replied.
do 1 hear all this of Lord 128

Mrs. Vimpauny left nerchair. The stage
directions of ot days had sccustomed !
her&oﬂuwh&nlmc{;ncwlb played |
had anything serious to say. Her own
character still felt the animating infln. |
ence of dramatic hablt: she rose now and
laid her hand impressively on Mountjoy's |

“I have not tbou;htl tried your pa
tience,” she snid. “Now I am away
from mmum':tﬂmnm lcan re
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| broken down under me.
' tried my luck asa quack. In plain En-

things in the future which he migh
Ltrom doing now. Whea that time

e hen that time comes.” Hugh
- comes,” Hn
ed. “if I have any inflnence left o
e

rae Ye me
in Parer L Ton

“Willis

when she
“Iam to decide,” Mrs. Vim
;: “Iris writes to me con ML
“‘Wm which |
unwilliog to trust to a letter. I belhnn’
shall hear of it from her maid.”

,'I:l-'
1

| "Don't drive me into & '-,"

| too -
| ealling on the rich patients wh%m I bonght

| mess is,”” Hugh replied,

| ted with perfect amiability. **Quite rlfl:t."
am

| a man who possesses great fertility of re- |

advertise it,
| their

indulgencedistinguished his manuner when
he listened.

“How are you?" he cried, with a grau!
gaiety, as he entered the room. “Fine
weather, isn't it, for the time of vear?
You don’t look well. 1 wonder whether
you notice mny change in me?*”

“You seem to be in good spirits,” Ruch
replied, not very eoniiulI(y.

“Do I earry may head high?®" Mr. Vimp-
any went on, “When calamity strikes at |
a man, don't let him cringe and cry for
pity—let him hit back azain! Those are |
my principles, Look at me. Now dolook
at me. Here | am, a cultivated person, a
member of an honorable profession, n man |
of art and sccomplishment—stripped ot
every blessed thing belonging to e but |
the clqtllulﬂauc“up in. Give me your |
hand, Monntjoy. It's the hand, sir, of a |
bankrupt.”

“Yon ¢don't seem to mind & much,”
Mount joy replied.

“Why should I mind it?" asked the doc-
tor. “There isu’t a medical mun in En-
Ei:mrl who has less reason to reproach

imself than 1 have, lio I wasted
money in rasi speculations? Not a far-
thing. Have I been fool enough to bet a
horse races? My worst enemy daren't say
it of me. What have I done, then? [ have
toiled after virtue—that's what I have
donge, Oh, there's nothing to lmugh atl
When a doctor tries to be the medieal
friend of humanity; when he only asks
leave to cure disease, to soothe n, to
r’reoem life—isn’t that virtue? And what

my reward? [ sit at home, waiting for
my suffering fellow-creatures: the |
onliy feollw-creatures who come to mo are
r to I have gone my rounds,

when I bonght the practice. Not one of
rocegfinbe e g e
ren were nexcu thy
take them! h!twnderl‘lifa man be-
comes bankrapt, in such a situation as
mine? By Jupiter, I go farther than that!
I say, a man owes it to himself (as a pro-
test ngainst undeserved neglect) to become
a bankrupt. If you will allow me, I'll
take a chair.”

He sat down with an air of impudent in-
ST s Tt e S

tle cal , containing stood
open on the sideboand. Mr, #lm gob
up axain, “May I take s friendly lHMber
ty?"" he sald—and helped himself, withous
waiting for permission.

H&hom with this, mindful of the
mis that he had committed in con-

. At the
same time, he was sufficiently irritated to
take a friendly liberty on his side. He
crossed the room to the sideboard, and
locked ur the lignors. Mr. Vimpany's
brazen face fiushed deeply (not with
shame): he opened his liru to say some-
thing worthy of himself, eontmﬁed the
impulse, aud burst into a boisterous
lmgllu‘. He evidently had some favor still
o axk.

“Devilish good!™ he broke out cheerfal-
Iy. “Do_yon remember the landindy's
claret? Ha! vou don't want to tempt me |
this time. Welll welll to return to my
bankruptey.”

Hugh had heard enongh of his visitor's
hankruptey. “I am not one of your cred-
ftors,” he said.

Mr. Vimpany made a smart reply:
;-’D?n't you be too sure of that! Wait a

ttle.”

“Do you mean,”" Mountjoy asked, “that
you have come here to borrow money of
me?

“Time—give me time," the doctor plead-

| od: “this is Dot a matter to be despatched

in a harry: this is a matter of bosiness,

and | You will hardly believe it,” he resnmed,
| “but I have actually been in my

present
tion once before.” He looked towards
?l'::l cabinet of liguors. “If | l:::l' the
keyr."” ho said, “I should like to try a dro
mun";l‘f your good Curacoa. You don’t
Bsee !
*I am waiting to hear what your busi- |

Mr. Vimpany's pliable temper submit-
he said; “let us return to busivess,

n&mﬂﬂnw occasion when my |
c on my prope |
e g gl e PP NOehiag of the |
sort! My regular medical ene:L had

Fery well—I

glish, I invented a patent medicine.

one thing wanting was mone:

False friends
You see?”

‘h'rhe
enou to
‘nttnued up |
“Ob, yes; I see.”

“In that case,” Mr. Vimpany contin

| “you will not be surprised to hear that 1|

draw on my resources n. Yon have, |
nmumm:ﬁmmnm&
Amateurs wri com-

—_—— . l'_l
s sold.

| by an

s el Ao
“.‘l

yon: alittleencon t

¥ with me, xnum':m“"f
scller who will publish_ my contemplated
workgmm “-.io?. Notaoonll has yet
seen m of expenses. propose
lo‘lh:lw itto 1

*No, no. Mountjoy! You can't really
mean that?" foy

*I do mean it.”

“No!"

”

The doctor’s face showed o mudden
change of expression—a sinister and
u:m!aun:!g e

“Don't drive me into a corner,” he said.
“Thiok of it again."”

Hugh's capacity for controlling himself
EAve way at last,

*Do you gr-um to threaten me?" he
sald. “Understand, if yon please, that my
mwind is made up, and that thing you
can say or do will alter it.”

With that declaration he rose from his

, ehair and waited for Mr. Vimpany's de-

Mountjoy, when you may be sorry re-
fused Ij:e." He said tlln:s words mbu-
ately—and took his leave.

ﬁoE:el.‘lhl 1t & 1l '-mnfn&l:

mase gely

interesis of Iris with the her-
wise beneath notice—which Mr. Vimpany
bad nsed ou leaviog the room.

In desperate straits for want of money,
how would the andacious bankrupt next
attempt to fill his empty purse? If hebad,
chance, rene his relations with
his Irish friend—nand sach an event was at
least ible—his next experiment in the
ari of raising a loan might take him to
Paris. Lord Marry had alresay ventared
on a speculntion which called for an im-
medinte outlay of money, and which was
only expected to put a profit into his pock-
et at some future period. In the mean-
while his resources in money had their
limits; aud his cnrrent expenses would

make imperative demands on an fll-filled

| purse, If the temptation to fail in his res-

olution to respect his wile's fortune was
already tryiog his fortitude, what better
excuse counld be offered for yielding tham
the necessities of an old friend in a state
of pecuniary distress?

Looking at the position of Iris, and at
thes complications which threatened 1t
from this point of view, Mountjoy left the
hotel to consnlt with Mrs. Vimpany. It
rested with her to decide whether the cir-
cumsiances justified his departure for
Puris,

[To Be Continued. |

ANIMAL LIFE SUSPENDED-

Ourlous Experimenta with Froge and the
Spawn of Flshes.

Familiar instances of suspended
vitality. or rather latent, are afforded
by seeds, which may be kept for years
without showing action, but are yet
capable of heing recalled to the exer-
cise of the functions of life, says La
Monde de la Science. (Other instances
are afforded by the lower organisms,
which will remain dry and sterile fep
indefinite periods, to be brought into
full activity at any time by supplying
the due degree of moisture and warmth.
Coming up to the higher forms of life,
the same phenomena are usually mani-
fested in insects, ons of the normal
conilitions of whose life—the nympha
or chrysalis state—is characterized b,
the exhibition of the external appear-
ance of death. During this stage the
vilal processes are tempered down till
only enough are in effect to maintain =
merely vegetable existence; yet the in-
sect is capable of slight motions when
subjected to a shock or pressure. The
duration of this apparent death wvaries
acconding to the species and to ex-
ternal conditions. There are species
that require two years of incubation
before g ingthrought heirmetamorpho-
sis. Others pass to the perfect state in
a few days. Bullcrﬂiela dem:::l: m
tain degree of heat, below which t
will not issne. The opening of the
chrysalis tukes place naturally when
these atmospheric conditions are real-
ised. If the scason is late the hatching
isalso late. Hence we ran prolong
the duration of the chrysalis state in-
definitely by properly adjusting the
temperature, delaving to that extent
the metnmorphosis of the imprisoned
mummy into the free and winged in-
sect. Reaumur, by putting ehrysalides
in an ice-box, was able to keep them
alive and retard their de\'eI:bpmenl
several years.

Going up higher in the animal series,
eggs. which are analogous to the seeds
of plants, present a remarkable ex-
ample of retarded life. One of the
most interesting features about them is
the independence  of their vitality,
which persists even when the individ-
ual that has produced them, and with-
in whose organism are still con-
tained, has ceased to live. This Inct

! has been recognized in pisciculture,

where artificial feeundation has been

| successful with eggs taken from dead

tish. The persistence of life in frogs is
very long. Spallanzani preserved
some frogs in & mass of snow for two
years. They became dry, stifl. and al-
most friable, but a gradual heat brought
them back to life. Toads have been
shut up in blocks of plaster, and then,
having been deprived of all air except
what may penetrate through the ma-
terial. and of all sources of food,
resuscitated several years afterward.
This question prescnts one of the most
curious problems that biological science
has been called on to explain. The
longevity and vital resistance of toads
are surprising. Besides the ex
ments we have cited, nature mes
uts some already made, and vast-
ly more astonishing. Toads are said
to have been found in rocks.
cases are rare, but it would be as un-

skepticism, which is incompati

science, will have to if

BERNARD'S LETTER.

We were all popr in our village, but
some of us were poorer than others—
g0 poor that we had not black bread
enough to eat—so poor that, when the
hard winter came creeping upon us
like some cruel, hungry tiger, we had
no bravds with which to scare it off.

In Bettina’s cottage, where she sat
and spun while her childish old nd-
parents nodded in their chairs beside
the fireplace, all was as clean as it
could have been in a palace; but she
had hard work to fill those two old
mouths and her own also. There was
uo.lohuelel|u to d:a it. % Sk

‘he lady at the great house bought
her flax gnd id well forit. But,
after all, Bettina had but her two
hands: and two little brown hands
can not do all the world’s work.

*Wait patiently,” Bettina said to me
sometimes. **What does it matter?
We love each other; we trust each
other; let us be content.”

But I could not be content. T felt if
I would win Bettina I must leave
Savoy and go to America. [ told Bet-
tina so, nmﬂ’hough she wept, she said,
*fio—go, Bernard, and I will pray for
you. Tt is all a girl can do.”

At last I had money for the voyage.
I had saved it little by little for two
long years, and now the parting hour
had come.

*It is that we may be with cach oth-
er always some day that we part now,"
I said.

Her tears fell over my neck. We
pressed each other in a long embrace,
At Iast I tore myself away, and blind-
el by my tears set off upon my jour-
ney. We crossed the sea in safety. [
stood at last in a strange land and
among sirange people.

A year passed by — twelve long
months; so long, counted b{ love's
reckoning, and yet I hoped and strove.
One more year and she would come to
me. The months would slip away
like the beads upon the rusary of one
who prays for blessings. [should feel
her hand in mine when they were all
counted, I should press my lips to
hers—all wonld be forgotten but our
meeting, and while I lived the old peo-
ple should share our happiness.

With such thoughts as these in my
mind I entered the great factory where
I worked one day. [ said to myself as

I threw off my jacket, “At noontime’

I will write to Bettina.”

What do we know of noontime at
dawn? What do we know of night at
midday? Nothing.

I remember thinking thiz. 1 remem-
ber crossing the long room. | remem-
ber a siclden flash amd crash, amd the
oaths of men and a girl's mad seream.
Aftor that a sense of in awakened
me, amd I found myself lying in the
dark, with my own hand, cold and
clammy, Iying in a great, warm soft
band that held it very tenderly.

1 tried to rise. I could not.

“Where am 17" [ said, and my voice
sounded Jow and hoarse in my own

ears. “Who is this?™

*It is the doctor,” said a voice.
calm my friend.”

*Is it night?” I asked.

“Itis might.”

*Why do you not light a lamp?™

He made no answer.

“What has happened ™

* Do you not remember?”

*I remember a noise.”

*It was an explosion,” he said. after
a pagse. “You were hurt. There
were many killed outright.”

“Doctor,” I said, “is it night?

“It is night!” he said solemnly.

“But only for me! Iknow that I am
smitten blind!"”

“Try to be calm, my friend,” "he
whispered. “It is hard—but try to
bear it!”

What can we do but bear what God
sends upon us? Bat I did not bear it
well. Can you wonder? All was gone—
all my hopes of life, and even all that
Ibhad won in the last year. Some
mu;h'hnd MI{!I‘:O;:GE Iil;lc moleskin
pouch from m m. was a beg-
f" and bliud!y I prayed to die, lml.gl

ived and grew strong again.

One day as I sat by the hospital win-
dow, I formed a resolntion. 1 said Lo
myself: *‘I can be brave enongh to

Bettina something: and [ will do
it tho! m&ﬂ suffering should be in-
e by act. I know that if she
koew the truth she would grieve bit-
terly and remain true to me. I know
that if I weresent home,and the doctor
says I might be, she would even mar-
ry me, and try to feed me as she does
her belpless ones. That shall never
be! I will send her word that I am
dead, and then, when she has grieved
awhile, youth will triumph: she will
marry the young farmer who loves her
so truly, and is good as well as rich,
and she will only remember poor Ber-
pard tenderly as one who loved her in
the past. And Eﬂlll:lg Bernard is real-
ly dead. The blind beggar is not the
same man.

The good doctor shall write mea
letter, and so as he passed I called to
him and told him all.

*It will be best for her,” I said. I
will set ber free. She will grieve bit-
terly, I know, but the other lover will
one d.l{ulblol. out my memory. Tell
ber I died with her name on my lips—I
do. As I die, heart and soul. here be-

n&

fore you, I have but one thought—it is

*And you think she does nct love
you as well?” he said.

‘She loves me even as [ love her,” |
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her so that [ would spare her all I can.
You will write.”

“] will write,” he said. ‘‘Stay—
come to my office. I have a nurse here
mnow who can break the news tenderly,
I believe, if any one can. She has
wraited on you for a day or two saying

little, T forbade that. But her
bunds are soft. her toach kind, I think.™

“Heaven bless her! She is gentle as
& mother,” I said.

letter.

took my hand in his and led me
TOOm called his office. Thea

mea moment, and when he re- |

heard the rustie of a woman's

him.
nurse who will write the

I thank her.” smaid L *Be gentle,
my Beitina bas a gentle

1 I write?” she asked al-

a whisper.
“Write that I am dead™ I said
love her to the last
tell her when

! of her heart. She drinks his two-cent

*Yes, let her writ@ |

“Die, nhppi !
h“longurr He i l:-}
o is
Had be li\‘r'l.yh!lnd. or maimed, or |
helpless in any way, there would be |
hope for yor. You could fiy 1o
him; you ecou'i comfort him; '
could toil for Lim; you could be his |
sunlight. Alas! no such joy awaits
you. He is no longer anywhere where
‘ou can find him. Lie down mldir. '
atis all you cando. He is =

She ended in a flood oftears. I
started to my feet.

“Why do you write thus?" I eried. |
*“Who are you? How did you come by
that voice? S L

Then I felt two little hands steal |
about my neck and a wet cheek touched |
mine, and a whisper came: *Bernarid, |
itisI. Did you not guess? Do vou
not know your own Bettina? !

She clasped me closer. I heard the |
door close; the doctor was gone. |

*“The doctor!™ she said. “The |
first day of your illness he found a let- |
ter you had begun te me—and sent it
with word of yvour misfortune; and a
letter to one who ecould bring me to

ou if I desired to come. Ah, heaven

less you, he knew a woman's heart
better than you did! When the letter
came my dear grandpurents were lying |
dead. 1 only stayed to look upon their
grave before I came to yon. You were
so feeble that he dared not let me tell
youwho I'wasat first. To-day you were
to know. Ah, Bernard, to-day, when
¥you would have written to me that you
were dead. Bernanl, how could you
do it? How could you do so?”

“It would have been best for you,"
I said.

But she clasped me closer.

My life has been a dark one ever
since; but Bettina's bhand has led me
day by day, and the good doctor’s kind-
ness has been shown to us in teaching
me such work as I ean do. 1 shal
never se¢ the sweet face that I remem-
ber so well. But I koow its beauty
and its goodness, and the love-light
in the eyes, too well to forwet them.
And I know that 1 am dearer to Ler
for my misfortune, and I am happy.—-
N. Y. Evening World.

THE BERLIN SHOP GIRL.

Hall Mer Hoart In for the Gay Student and
Half for Flaln Frite.

The Berlin shop girl is not o attract-
ive in appearance as the New York
shop gi She has a round face, short
neck, square shoulders, thick waist, and
big feet. Her voice is rather harsh her
forehead low, and her hair not over |
abundant. She knows wothing about
tailor-made suits, patent leather shoes,
Easter bonnets, silk stockings, or ¢ o
broidered under-clothes.  She is ravely
stylish and never chic.

On the other hand, she has many
agreeable qualities which are not gen-
erally attributed to the New York shop
girl. She is unobtrusive, unselfish,and
contented. She is phenomenally af-
fectionate and faithful. She has good
health, good nature, and a head
crammed full of ideals. She writes and
speaks her own language pretty cor,
rectly, knows a good bit of German-
ized French, and ean say “Yes,™
“Please,” andl “Time is money” in
English. Moreover,she has & great big
heart.

As in the case of most German women
the key to the whole life of the Berlin
shop girl is to be fonnd in the heart and
nol in the head. Her heart is divided
in two l}:;ite unsympathetic halves,
One bhalf belongs entirely to her gay
student. The other half belongs en-
tirely to her rlniu Fritz. Her gay
student is usnally a well-to-do young
scapegrace who is trying to learn all
there is to know about the mensur and
life in a big city, while making his
Imrrn:s away off in the provinces be-

ieve that he has an eye single to the
dignity of becoming a Herr Doctor.
He may be a plain Schulze or Schmidt.
Often enough he is a baron or & count.
Now and then he is even a petty prince-
ling or a rich American. Whatever
his rank or nationality may be,the shop
girl loves him with astounding ardor
after the first ten days of her acquaint-
ance with him. For her the mutations
of his fickle finances are entirely in-
significant. He is her student and she
loves him just the same whether he
dines her in the students’ quarter or
Under the Linden, whether .he takes
her to the American Theatre or to the
big Imperial Opera House, near the
palace. She beginsto quote Schiller’s
poetry to him two or three evenin

after she first spoke to him across tE:
shop counter. A week later she is

| fust

writing it to him. In a month she is
pussing all her spare time while away
from him in composing original Ger-
man love doggerel. This she sends to
him in regular daily installments,
despite the expense for postage, which
she can ill spare out of her €3 a week
salary. When out with him she never
lets go of him. In the concert hails, in
the Philharmonie, at the theatre, or in
the cafe, all alone with him or in the
presence of hundreds, she must pat him,
or uinch him, or squeeze his hand, or
pick threads from his coat. This
superabundance of love aud poetry and
demonstrativeress, of course,soon cloys
the palate even of a romantic German
student. After a few months of it, the
frequency of the comcert hall and
lhutmllnniu. the late wine suppers
and the like begins (o abate. Despite
redoubled doses of love doggerel and
abject worship the student falls off
more and more, and eventually ter-
minates the shop girl's little romance

by ‘Eolng away to another university.
hile the aristocratic half of her
heart has been whirling the shop girl
through all these sentimental and poe-
tie hiﬁh jinks with the gay student, the
humbler balf has been leading her
through a much more commonplace
love affair. The hero of the prosaic
balf of Mdﬂmm:: Fritz. He
er'sor a baker’s

week, Ly poor
logy for a hero. Nevertheless, the
p girl loves him with the whole hali

beer as contentedly as she
he student's five-cent glass of
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sel it over His own head in heaven.
saw it, for he says: “There
bow round sbout the throne.”

1 motico that nene but the people who
‘were in the ark saw tho rainbow. It cast
fts shadow clear down inlo the water where
the pecple were Luried aad lighted up the
dead faces with & strange radisace, but
they could not see it!
aro at last found in Christ, the Ark, will
see the overspanning giories of the throoe.
Heoce you bad belt:r get into the ark! As
you call your family out &t the close of ths
shower to show them the sign in heaven,
80 I want you all at last to seo the grander
rainbow round about the throne.

In the clouds; and, Shem and Jsphst, look!
look |—ihe green, the yellow, the red and
the orange!" 1 should nol woander Il some

of your own children in the zood land |

should after & while ery out to you, “Loolk,
father! look, mother! shere is a rainbow
round sbout the throne!”™ You had better

! nkecness,
implety, falsehood, blusphemy sro but dif-
ferent waves of u flood shat has whelmed
astions, New York is drowned in it

is drowned In it, Bosion Is
drowned In it, London is drowned im is,
Sk Petersburg is drowwned in lt—two greas
bemispheres are drowned in it. But the re-
deemed, looking Into the *“raimbow round
z!out the throne,” mee the pledge that all
this is ended lor them focover. They have
committed their Just sin sad o mmited
their last temptation. No suic us 1o
into those bright watsrs; no profunity ba-
fouls that pure air; no villuin's torch shall
fire those temples; no murderer's hand
sball striice down thase sons of God. They
koow that for them she deluge of sim is

about the throne ™

| Now the world fa covered with a deluge
| of blood. The uations sre all the time
sither using the sword or sharpening It
The factories of the worid are nighs and
day manulscturing the weapoary of death.
Throne aguinst throne, empire sgainst em-
pire. The spirit of despotism ind freedom
st war In every land; despolic Ameries
sgainst free Americs, despolio England
against free England, despoilc Germany
aguinst free Germany, despotic Austria
against free Austria. The groab battle of

So only those who |

“Peace and good will to men,” is drowned
in tce booming of the great swege guons
back and lot the lonz line of mmbu-
Groan to groan. Uncover

“Look |
there,” says Noah Lo his wife, “at thatbow |

redeemed of heaven, looking
glorious arch that spans the
throne, shall see that tho delugo is over.
| No batteries are planted on tho-e hills; ne
barricades blocking those strests; no hos-
| tile flsg above those walis: uo smoke of

get inlo the ark, w.th all  your families,

if you want o see it

i notice aiso that the chief glory of God |

comes alier the rein. No shower, no rain-
bow; no trouble; no hrightness of Christian
copsolation. W eavers are sometimes, by
reason of thoir worlk, dusly and roogh in
their upparel; aod so it is the coarse clad
tempest, whose band and foot sw.ng the
shutile, that weav-s the rainbow. Many
Chri tlans are dull, and stupid, snd useloss
becaus: they have not had disaster enoogh
to wake them up. The brightest scarf that
heaven makes is thrown over the shoulders
of thestorm. You can not make s thorough
Christiaz life out of sunshine slone. There
are some very durk bues in the ribbon of
the rainbow; you must have in life the blue
as well ns tho orange. Mingling all the
tolors of the former makes s white light;
and it takes all the shades, snd sadoess,
and vicissitudes of life to make the white
fuster of a pure Christisn characler.

Your child asks you: “Father, what
makes the rainbow!” sad you say, “It is
the sunlight strikiag through toe rale-
dropa.” Therefors, 1 wondered how there
could bo a rainbow in heaven, since there
aro no storms there; but then 1 conclude
that that rainbow must be formed by the
striking of hoaven's sunlight through the
falling tears of earthly sorrow. When we
see a man overwhelmed with troable, and
his health goes, and his property goes, and
his friends go, I say, “Now wo shall see
the glory of God im this good man's deliv-
erunce.” As at Niagara Falls I saw one
day tem rainbows spanning the awful
plunge of the cataract, so over the abyss of
of tho christisn’s trial bover the rich hued
wings of all the promises.

I notice that the most beautiful things of
this morld are to be preserved in heavea
When you see the lust color fide out from
the rainbow of sarth you need not feel sad,
for you will ses the rainbow round about
the throne. That story about the world
burning up bas given moe many a pang.
Whea I read that Paris was besioged, I
said: “Now the pictures and atatues in the
Louvre and Laxembourg will be destroyed,
all thoss faces of Rembrandt, and those

to be removed or plctured

The trees must twist in the
oais and the cedars and ths
beaven there shall be the
the bank of the river, and
from which the conguerors
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dauath,
now, through Christ in heaven, stand with
arms  interiocked in love. Arms
stacked forever; shields of Dballle
bung up. The dove instead of the eagle:
the lamb instead of the lionn There shall
be nothing 1o burt or destroy in all God's

Now the carth is coversd with deluge of
sorrow. Trouble! trouble! Tho very firsg
utterance whea we come into the world is
acry. Without any teaching we learn to
weep, What has so wrinkle1l that man's
face! What hus so prematurely whitened his
bair! What calls out that sl -h! \ hat starts
that tear! Trouble! trouble! I find it in
the cellar of poverty, and far up among the
heights on the top of the crags; for this also
hath gone over the tops of thy highest
mountains. No esc pa from it You go
imto the store, and it meets you at your
counting deak; you go into the strest, and
it meels you st the corner; you go iuto the
house, nnd it meets you at the door. Tears
of poverty! toars of perseoution! tears of
bereavement '—a deluge of tears! Gather-
od together from all the earth, they could
float an ark larger thin Noah's.

Hus the glorified, looking up to the bow
that spans tho throano, shal! sea that the
deluge is over. No suhivering wrawh o
the palace stap; no blind wan at the
of the heavenly temple asking for alms:
no grinding of the screw driver jon coffin
lid. They look up at the rainbow and
read in lines of yellow, and red, sad
green, and biue, and orange, aad in-
digo and violet. “Thay shall hunger no

neither thirst sny more; neither
shall the sun light on them, nor any heat;
for the Lamb whioh is in the midst of the
throne stall feed them and shall lead them
unto living fountains of waters, znd God
shall wipe away all taurs from their eyes.”
Thank God for the glory spanning the
throne!

In our boyhood we had a superstition
that at the foot of the rainbow there was &
casket of buried goll; but I have to an-
nounce that at the foot of this rainbow of
heaven there Is a box made outof the wood
of thocross. Open it anl yoa find all the
treasures of beaven.

But mind what I told you at the baginiag
sud what I tell you at the close—that none
but Noah's family in the ark saw the rais-
bow and that only those who are at last In
Christ shall discover It smid the glories of
heaven.

“Except a man bo “orn again he canaod
se0 e kingdom of God."

Queen Victoria 18 an ardent stinient
of African geography, and could pass
a creditable examination in that sub-
ject with Mr. Stanley as the interrogee
tor. Her Majesty has carefully watch-
ed the Portuguese encroachments, and
when the news of the outrage on the
British flag reached London it wus the
Queen herself who insisted on Lord
Salisbury compelling Portugal to come
to a definite understanding withont de-
lav.

Burro Too Much for the Wolfl

A eombat of most nonsual character
occurred near Paso el Norte a short
while ago. The participants were s
burro, or little Mexican jackass, and a
wolf of the large species known as lobo.
The burro had broken out of his
stable during the night, w.-lmh-rinE
several miles out into the country, an
s owner going toseck him was an eye-
witness to his fight with the wolf.

This man, who is an unusually intelli-

nt Mexican, states that the donkey
was quietly grazing in a little grassy
dell Iying between two walls of jutting
rock when the wolf came trotting alon,
with his head close to the ground, as i
sitempting to recover the trail of some-
thing, which is characteristic of the
lobo. He did not perceive the donkey
till he was pearly on him, and it was
not till then that the latter, raising his
head, saw the woli, but the moment
their eyes fell on each oLher hostilities
began. The wolf, with his jaws sna
ping and growling ferociously. muz
at l%e doukey, which wheeling a!m'plz
around let fly at his enemy with bot
heels, sending him tumbling over and
over. The performance was repeated
again and again until the wolf be
to realize that things were not going

his way. The last kick from the
rro’s heels had sent him with a sick-
ening erash against the hard rock that
walled in thenfell. and actually _'lnnned
him for 3 moment; so on Tisiog
seemed to deem a change of tactics ad-
visable.

Runnmng up to the donkey he waited
until those terrible heels were in the air
when jumping around with remarkable

ility he evaled the kick and made
for his enemy’s throat. but he found

key's other end also armed for
before he could lay hold of




